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A Wartime Dawn

Dulled by the slow glare of the yellow bulb;

As far from sleep still as at any hour

Since distant midnight; with a hollow skull

In which white vapours seem to reel

Among limp muddles of old thought; till eyes

Collapse into themselves like clams in mud. . . ,

Hand paws the wall to reach the chilly switch;

Then nerve-shot darkness gradual ly shakes   .

Throughout the room. Lie still. . . . Limbs twitch;

Relapse to immobility 7s faint ache. And time

A while relaxes; space turns wholly black.

But deep in the velvet crater of the ear

A chip of sound abruptly irritates.

A second, a third chirp; and then another far

Emphatic trill and chirrup shrills in answer; notes

From all directions round pluck at the strings

Of hearing, with frail finely-sharpened claws.

And in an instant, every wakened bird

Across surrounding miles of air

Outside, is sowing like a scintillating sand

Its throat's incessantly replenished store

Of tuneless singsong, timeless, aimless, blind*

Draw now with prickling hand the curtains back;
Unpin the blackout-cloth; let in            *

Grim crack-of-dawn*s first glimmer through the glass,
All's yet half-stink in Yesterday's stale death,
Obscurely still beneath a moist-tinged blank
Sky like the inside of a deaf-mute *$ mouth-
Nearest within the window's sight, ash-pale
Against a.cinder-coloured wall, the white
Pear-blossom hovers like a stare; rain-wet